iv               MOTHER AND SON          70i

perhaps not. And yet because I have a regard
for you, Cousin Judith, I would wish you out of
Uldale. That place and all in it are doomed/
He said this, a little swell of importance rising in
his great chest.

* Really!    That  is   exceedingly  interesting.
And by whom are they doomed, pray?'

'By myself/

1 Are you so powerful? * He was, she re-
flected, like a giant schoolboy fallen from some
star where everyone was twice as big as nature.

1 I am indeed,' he answered. c And growing
more powerful every day. It is my father's wish
that our family should be the chief figures in this
country. Natural enough, when you think of it.
He was born here, and his father lived here till
the end of his life. He has developed an affection
for the place/

* An affection so deep,' interrupted Judith,
< that he never comes near it save on Saints' Days
and  Festivals!    No,  no, Cousin Walter,9 she
went on, ' there are the two of us alone here, and
we may be frank.    I belong to this country far
more than you ever can,  My mother may not have
been of the country, but at least for generation
upon generation my ancestors have lived and

to be stolen. I love this country, and so will my
son after me. I love it because it is dark and full
of storms and rains every other day, and smells
of bracken and sheep and cow-dung, ^ But you
have none of these reasons. You love it because
you wish to impress it, and I can tell you, Cousin